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Among these lands, Desolation Island seems to
present an especially heart-rending waste and
justifies in every particular the name which was
given it* Vegetation is meagre and scarce, and
one xvalks among doleful solitudes beset with
lichens; in the far distance one sees a few de-
cayed forests or even dead trees whose skele-
tons assume queer shapes blanched and twisted
by the wind; and one always feels a damp and
depressing cold. More than that, there is no
life, and everywhere there is the same dreadful
silence*

Horn, October,
A young seal was joyfully gambolling along-
side the ship, but nothing seemed to justify such
gaiety. We were at anchor between bare grey
cliffs; Cape Horn's terrible wind whistled over-
head, rapidly driving before it large black clouds
in an already dark sky, and behind the dreary
rocks which sheltered us from the open sea one
could hear the waves roaring as always in bad
weather. We were lifted by the swdl even at
the extremity of this dismal bay in which the
water, icy cold and dark green, was striped with
long streaks of white foam.
Everything seemed sinister and exiled about
us, even the families of white-bellied penguins
who formed ranks on each little island.